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Lesson Nine: Phaedo Document D

Plato’s Phado

(Primary Source)

SCENE: The prison of Socrates.

When he had finished speaking Crito said, “Be it so, Socrates. But have you any
commands for your friends or for me about your children, or about other things? How
shall we serve you best?”

“Simply by doing what I always tell you, Crito. Take care of your own selves, and you
will serve me and mine and yourselves in all that you do, even though you make no
promises now. But if you are careless of your own selves, and will not follow the path
of life which we have pointed out in our discussions both today and at other times, all
your promises now , however profuse and earnest they are, will be of no avail.”

“We will do our best,” said Crito. “But how shall we bury you?”

“As you please,” he answered; only you must catch me first, and notlet me escape you.”
And then he looked at us with a smile and said, "My friends, I cannot convince Crito
that I am the Socrates who has been conversing with you, and arranging his arguments
in order. He thinks that I am the body which he will presently see a corpse, and he will
asks how he is to bury me. All the arguments which T have used to prove thatIshall not
remain with you after I have drunk the poison, but that I shall go away to the happiness
of the blessed, with which I tried to comfort you and myself, have been thrown away
on him. Do you therefore be my sureties to him, as he was my surety at the trial, butin
a different way. He was surety for me then that I would remain; but you must be my
sureties to him that I shall go away when I am dead, and not remain with you: then he
will feel my death less; and when he sees my body being burnt or buried, he will not
be grieved because he thinks that I am suffering dreadful things: and at my funeral he
will notsay that it is Socrates whom he is laying out, or bearing to the grave, orburying.”
“For, dear Crito,” he continued, “you must know that to use words wrongly is not only
a fault in itself; it also creates evil in the soul. You must be of good cheer, and say that
you are burying my body: and you must bury it as you please, and as you think right.”

With these word he rose and went into another room to bathe himself: Crito went with
him and told us to wait. So we waited, talking of the argument, and discussing it, and
then again dwelling on the greatness of the calamity which had fallen upon us: it
seemed as if we were going to lose a father, and to be orphans for the rest of our life.
When he had bathed, and his children had beenbrought to him,—he had twosons quite
little, and one grown up,—and the women of his family were come, he spoke with them
in Crito’s presence, and gave them his last commands; then he sent the women and
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children away, and returned to us. By that time it was near the hour of sunset, for he had
been a long while within. When he came back to us from the bath he sat down, but not
much was said after that. Presently the servant of the Eleven came and stood before him
and said, “I know that I shall not find you unreasonable like other men, Socrates. They
are angry with me and curse me when I bid them drink the poison because the
authorities make me do it. But I have found you all along the noblest and gentlest and
best man that has ever come here; and now I am sure that you will not be angry with
me, but with those who you know are to blame. And so farewell, and try to bear what
must be as lightly as you can; you know why I have come.”

With that he turned away weeping, and went out.

Socrateslooked up athim, and replied, “Farewell: I will do as you say.” Then he turned
to us and said, “How courteous the man is! And the whole time that I have been here,
he has constantly come in to see me, and sometimes he has talked to me, and has been
the best of men; and now, how generously he weeps for me! Come, Crito, let us obey
him: let the poison be brought if it is ready; and if it is not ready, let it be prepared.”

Crito replied, “Nay, Socrates, I think that the sun is still upon the hills, it has not set.
Besides, I know that other men take the poison quite late, and eat and drink heartily,
and even enjoy the company of their chosen friends, after the announcement has been
made. So do not hurry; there is still time.

Socrates replied, “And those whom you speak of, Crito, naturally do so; for they think
that they will be gainers by doing so. And I naturally shall not do so; for I think that I
should gain nothing by drinking the poison a little later, but my own contempt for so
greedily saving up a life which is already spent. So do not refuse to do as I say.”

Then Crito made a sign to his slave who was standing by; and the slave went out, and
after some delay returned with the man who was to give the poison, carrying it
prepared ina cup. When Socrates saw him, he asked, “You understand these things, my
good sir, what I have to do?”

“You have only to drink this,” he replied, “and to walk about until your legs feel heavy,
and then lie down; and it will act of itself.” With that he handed the cup to Socrates, who
took it quite cheerfully, without trembling, and without any change of colour or of
feature, and looked up at the man with that fixed glance of his, and asked, “What say
you to making a libation from this draught? May I, or not?” “We only prepare so much
as we think sufficient, Socrates,” he answered. “I understand ,” said Socrates. “But I
suppose that I may, and must, pray to the gods that my journey hence may be
prosperous: Thatis my prayer; be it so.” With these words he put the cup to his lips and
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drank the poison quite calmly and cheerfully. Till then most of us had been able to
control our grief fairly well; but when we saw him drinking , and then the poison
finished, we could do so no longer: my tears came fast in spite of myself, and I covered
my face and wept for myself: it was not for him, butat my own misfortune atlosing such
a friend. Even before that Crito had been unable to restrain his tears, and had gone
away; and Apollodorus, who had never once ceased weeping the whole time, burstinto
a loud cry, and made us one and all break down by his sobbing and grief, except only
Socrates himself. "What are you doing, my friends?” he exclaimed. “I sent away the
women chiefly in order that they might not offend in this way; for I have heard thata
man should die in silence. So calm yourselves and bear up.” When we heard that we
were ashamed, and we ceased from weeping. But he walked about, until he said that
his legs were getting heavy, and then he lay down on his back, as he was told. And the
man who gave the poison began to examine his feet and legs from time to time: then
pressed his foot hard, and asked if there was any feeling in it; and Socrates said, “No.”
And then his legs, and so higher and higher, and showed us that he was cold and stiff.
And Socrates felt himself, and said that when it came to his heart, he should be gone.
He was already growing cold about the groin, when he uncovered his face which had
been covered, and spoke for the last time. “Crito,” he said, “Towe a cock to Asclepius:
do not forget to repay it.” “It shall be done,” replied Crito. “Is there anything else that
you wish?” He made no answer to this question; but after a short interval there was a
movement, and the man uncovered him, and his eyes were fixed. Then Crito closed his
mouth and his eyes.

Such was the end of our friend, a man, I think, who was the wisest and justest, and the
best man that I have ever known.

Source: Plato. Selections: The Trial and Death of Socrates: Being the Euthyphron, Apology, Crito, and Phaedo of
Plato, 2nd ed. F. J. Church, trans. (New York: Macmillan, 1895).
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